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Summary:
Exploring the softer side of their relationship, these one-shots all take place in AU where the quarantine never happened and they never moved out of their parents' house. (Hey, rent is expensive!) Come watch as they try their best to hide their sexual relationship from their parents and the close calls that result in them almost getting caught.

Chapter 1: Oral Support
Chapter Text
One of the things that Andrew always appreciated about Ashley was how soft her lips were. She was constantly applying her cherry chapstick till the point where her lips had taken on a dark pink color, almost the shade of blood-stained petunia petals. As she straddled his lap, their tongues collided in a passionate kiss and before she knew it he was kissing her right cheek, then the left one, and after that her neck.

She had a delicate collar bone which he loved showering with kisses. Ashley moaned as softly as she could, as their parents were in the living room, and even with the door locked to Andrew's bedroom the walls were still paper thin. As he nuzzled Ashley's neck, Andrew's hands began to roam up her shirt, drawing a surprised gasp from Ashley.

"Normally I would love this..." she said, her voice hushed and low, "but the last thing I need is Mom to come walking in with your hands on my tits."

"The door is locked."

"Andrew, this house is old as shit. I'm pretty sure the floorboards in this room were originally used on Noah's Arc. It won't take much for Mom to push the door open." she said, pulling her black tank top back down. Andrew sighed and ran his fingers through his messy raven-black hair.

"Mom won't notice if we have a quickie."

"I am not going to dinner with your load inside of me," she huffed. "Last thing I want is to try and stomach Mom's dry as fuck meatloaf with your cum seeping out of me."

"Hey, I promise I'll pull out! Full shotgun style and-"

The sound of knuckles rapping against the warped and splintered wood of Andrew's bedroom door startled both the siblings.

"Andrew? Is Ashley in there with you?" Mrs. Graves said, "Dinner will be ready in 10."

"Uh, yeah?" Andrew said, glancing over at a silently snickering Ashley. "But she fell asleep on my recliner."

"I see..." Mrs. Graves said. There was an awkward silence as she stood on the other side of the door, the air thick with tension. "Can I come in?"

'"No! No, not at all!" Andrew blurted, partly to his Mom and partly to his sister who had begun to slowly tug down his sweat pants.

"Okay, well, I just wanted to say I'm worried about your sister. She seems off, lately."

"She's fine." he managed to say, silently mouthing 'Don't you fucking dare!' to Ashley as she freed his hard cock from his underwear. It sprang up like a switchblade, nearly smacking her in the face.

"Look, Andrew, she has been through some stuff. I know you two are close and I'm glad to hear that you're trying to help each other. But, let's face it, she's been difficult to be around since Nina died, that poor girl. Her soul just got darker."

Ashley rolled her pink eyes that Andrew found so beautiful and flipped her middle finger towards the door, before flicking her tongue over Andrew's swollen cock head, licking up the dribbles of precum.

"Oh God!" Andrew gasped, immediately realizing what he had done, and slapped his hands over his face. Ashley just smiled like the Cheshire Cat and dragged her tongue up and down the shaft of her older brother's cock. He closed his eyes, trying to think of anything but the scene playing out in front of him. His heart raced in his chest and beads of sweat formed on his forehead.

"I know, it's become real bad," she said, "but that's why I told you, Andrew, because...well, because I feel like you would understand better than most. And not just because you're her brother, but you and I seem to have a connection that no one else in this family does."

"I'm going to kill you, Ashley!" he angrily whispered but didn't exactly move to stop her. She knew full well the power her blowjobs had over him and she was enjoying this way too much.

"Did you say something?" Mrs. Graves said, pressing her ear against the door.

"N-no! Just...I just sneezed, that's all," Andrew warbled, watching in awe as his sister's head bobbed up and down on his hardon. He hadn't noticed until now that his own underwear was already around his ankles, her mouth had gotten so deep into him that he couldn't tell where her head stopped and his leg began.

"Well, like I was saying, I feel a connection with you, Andrew," Mrs. Graves said softly. "I feel like you're the only one in this family who understands me, even more so than your Father. Does that make sense?"

"Yeah, Mom, I guess it makes sense. Thanks for telling me." he rambled, trying to end the conversation as soon as possible. Ashley never broke eye contact, those shimmering pink orbs full of mischief and lust.

"Are you still feeling sick, honey?" she asked, "your voice sounds rather hoarse?"

"Not really, no." he lied, his throat growing sore as Ashley continued to suck his dick like a vacuum cleaner. Those soft lips were completely wrapped around his shaft as she took him down to the hilt and all the way to the head and back.

"Well, I guess what I'm trying to say is, I think we should spend some more time together, you know?" Mrs Graves said, the tone of her voice becoming softer and more sensual, "just you and me. We can forget about Ashley for a while." Ashley rolled her eyes again and angrily flipped the door off, but doubled her effects on Andrew's cock.

"Yeah, sure Mom, sounds great!" Andrew managed to squeak out, "Maybe next week! Go see a movie or something?"

"Well, we could see a movie," she said, squeezing her thighs together, "but I was hoping maybe we could just stay in? Your Father will be out of town for business and Ashley is rarely home, anyway. It'd just be me and you."

His mind immediately began racing with thoughts of how badly he wanted this. Not with his mother, but he desperately needed some release. He wasn't too terribly surprised that Mom was trying to get with him, as he clearly was her favorite, but his heart and dick belonged to Ashley and nothing was going to change that. 

"I'm s-sure we can think of something," he said nonchalantly, gently pressing down on Ashley's head. It was taking every ounce of self-control to not explode in his sister's mouth.

"I'm sure we will," Mrs Graves said, sounding slightly disappointed. "Well, I'm going back to the kitchen to finish dinner. Please let Ashley know when she wakes up that dinner is ready."

"I'm s-sure she's gonna love what she's about to eat!" he smirked, making Ashley giggle with a mouthful of cock. Andrew waited till the footsteps completely faded away from his door before he pressed down hard on the back of Ashley's head and fucked her mouth. The sound of slurping and gagging filled his ears, playing out like a beautiful symphony to his ears. 

"Yes, yes, take it, Ashley. Take it," he grunted in a hushed voice,  pressing harder onto his sister's head as she tried her best to keep up with his ever-increasing tempo. "Suck it good, Ashley! This cock's for you, baby, and no one else! Mom will-hnggg-never get to experience what you are now!"

It felt like an eternity before Andrew felt himself near the edge. With a final thrust of his hips, he groaned loudly as his entire body went stiff. His balls exploded in Ashley's eager mouth as she squeezed his shaft tightly with her lips. The pleasure she felt as his hot cum flooded her throat was indescribable.  The taste of his masculine essence was like the nectar of the gods, as she happily gulped down every last drop, feeling his seed glide down her throat. After swallowing his salty cum, she slowly pulled his dick out of her mouth, letting it hang limply before kissing the head.

"You're an evil bitch" he weakly joked, unable to form any coherent words, "sucking me off like that when Mom is so close. If we got caught-"

"But we didn't!" Ashley reminded him, helping pull his underwear and sweats back on after he lifted his ass and hips up. "Now let's go and at least make an appearance and pretend we're all one big happy family. And maybe later tonight I can meet you here once they're asleep?"

"It's a date," he said as he gently kissed her lips. Ashley took a moment to pop a breath mint and make sure there were no stains on her tank top before the two of them left the room for the Graves' attempt at a family dinner. 

"You're not hungry?" Mrs Graves said with cold fury as Ashley poked the overcooked meatloaf on her plate with her fork. Mom was a horrible cook. 

"Yeah, sorry, my tummy is not feeling the greatest," she said, not making eye contact with Andrew but still rubbing her foot up and down his leg. "It must have been something I swallowed."


Chapter 2: Save a Horse, Ride Your Sister
Summary:
I really enjoy the whole 'Sexy Losers' thing that Mrs. Graves has going on with Andrew and if you understood that reference, don't forget to take your back pain medication.

Chapter Text
As soon as she heard the car pull out of the driveway, Ashley pounced on Andrew and tackled him to his bed. His bedroom was always their preferred destination for their romantic rendezvous, as he had the bigger bed and the more comfortable mattress.

Her mouth crashed against his in a frenzied kiss, her tongue cutting between his lips like a kitchen knife between two ribs. She had him pinned to the bed as his hands roamed down the small of her back to squeeze her ass hard.

"I love you, babe," Andrew groaned when she finally broke the kiss. She let out a throaty moan as his hands squeezed her tits over her tee shirt before she gently pushed them away so she could pull her shirt off. She rarely wore a bra around the house, mostly to tease Andrew but also because it infuriated their mother. Ashley wasn't naive enough to not know that Mrs. Graves wanted Andrew in her bed and it delighted Ashley to no end to know she had a snowball's chance because she was his forever.

"Fuck, I've missed you so much," Ashley said as she ran her hands down his chest. Andrew's hands slid up her sides before gently squeezing her 'awesome fat tits' in between his fingers. It had been several weeks since they had any sexual contact between them as Mrs. Graves had been watching them like a hawk. She never left them alone together even for the briefest of moments and Ashley felt like her cunt was going to explode from lack of use. But she and her brother were granted a small miracle when their parents were invited to the reunion of  Juliette de Sade  High School, which was a bit surreal since Mrs. Graves had dropped out after becoming pregnant with Andrew at fifteen. Still, they weren't going to pass up the opportunity.

Ashley was eager to get things started, desperate for a good fucking session with her older brother. She squeezed his hands over her tits, a silent encouragement to grope them a bit harder. Her pink eyes twinkled mischievously when she saw the lustful expression that crept onto Andrew's face. She leaned her body down, kissing down his chest and probing his belly button with her tongue. Her eyes flashed with wicked desire as she pulled the zipper down on his jeans with her teeth.

"Fuck, you're killing me, Ashley!" he groaned in frustration, but she just giggled as she unbuttoned his pants and slid them down to his knees.

"I do believe some things are worth waiting for," she teased, mouthing her lips cost the bulge in his boxer briefs. "Your cock is all mine tonight."

"Take my cock, baby sister."

Just the pure depravity of such a sentence made her hot and wet and she just had to have his dick in her mouth. He lifted his hips up to give her easier access and with a yank, his underwear joined his jeans around his ankles and his cock sprang free. It was thick and long and throbbing fiercely with anticipation. She flicked her tongue along the sensitive underside of his head and he moaned loudly, his hands grabbing fistfuls of her hair.

With her tongue still teasing the head of his cock, she raised herself up and gently wrapped her lips around his head. The way his muscles clenched involuntarily in response almost brought tears to his eyes. It was pure pleasure for both of them, a sign of the bond between the Graves siblings that could never be broken.

She went all the way down with her mouth, savoring every last inch of him as she tasted him for the first time since they'd fucked each other silly several weeks ago. He grabbed handfuls of bed sheets as she swallowed his whole length and moved her head back and forth with increasing speed. He put his hand on the back of her head, urging her to take him deeper. Ashley grinned around his cock and took him in as far as she could. Andrew grunted loudly as his dick hit the back of her throat and Ashley started to gag but relaxed her throat and quickly recovered.

His hips started pumping into her mouth faster, pushing himself further down her throat. Ashley gagged and choked for air again, trying to keep up with his speed and intensity, but she refused to stop until she had gotten a mouthful of his hot seed.

Finally, Andrew came, spilling his semen down her throat in thick, hot ropes. When he finally released his grip on her hair and eased her head up from his cock, she looked up at him through glazed pink eyes and gasped for breath.

"So fucking gratifying," she purred.

"Get on your back," Andrew said, kicking off his jeans and underwear. "Because I'm not stopping till you're full."

"Is that a promise or a threat?" Ashley cooed, sliding off her cargo shorts and black Pentagram thong.

"Both," Andrew growled, grabbing his sister by the hips and rolling her to the bed on her back.

"Ahh, fuck!" she cried out when he entered her without warning. She instinctively tried to brace herself with her arms and legs, but he forced them apart easily, his entire length stretching her cunt to its limits. "Warn me next time, dumbass!" she huffed but still wrapped her legs around his waist to hold him in close. Andrew grabbed her wrists and held them above her head while he pumped in and out of her with increasing speed and force. Ashley used her legs to tighten her pussy around his shaft, her moans getting louder as he picked up pace.

She was completely overcome by the sensations running through her, especially since it had been so long since they last had sex. With one final thrust, she screamed as he bottomed out inside her. The tightness in her cunt was unbelievable, absolutely fitting his cock like it was molded for him. Ashley used to say they were literally made for each other and he was starting to believe her.

As he kept slamming into her, Ashley freed her hands, grabbed handfuls of his hair, and pulled him down to her, kissing him roughly on the lips. They kissed frantically as his thrusts got harder and faster. Their bodies slapped against each other, creating a loud slapping noise as they fucked each other senselessly. The feel of his hard cock pounding her hole was the most arousing sensation ever and it only served to heighten her love and devotion for the boy.

"Oh fuck, please don't stop," she groaned, her tits bouncing around like a pair of ripe melons as he fucked her. Andrew knew what she needed and began lifting her ass up to meet his thrusts, making her cunt milk his cock as he slid it in and out. Her heels dug into the bed sheets as she cried out his name in ecstasy. It was almost too much, having an orgasm right then and there. All Ashley could think about was how great it was going to feel when he unloaded inside of her.

"Come on, bro, give me that big load of yours," she coaxed, making Andrew grunt like an animal. He reached up to grab her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples between his fingers. That did it for her and Ashley came violently, crying out his name as she convulsed in orgasmic bliss. Their eyes met briefly as he exploded inside her and she rolled her eyes.

Forehead to forehead they lay there in their post orgasm afterglow. Ashley's smile was crooked and sloppy, her brain foggy as she was still recovering from how hard he made her cum.

"You are easiest the sexiest woman I know," Andrew said, kissing her lips softly.

"You know other women?" she said teasingly, making Andrew laugh as he slowly pulled out of her and collapsed next to her, wrapping his arms around her neck and holding her close.

"Don't worry, sis. You'll be the only woman I want."

Normally they would enjoy a good post-fuck cuddle, but their moment of incestuous zen was interrupted by a sound that struck fear in both of their hearts.

"Andrew? Ashley? We're home, just for the minute. Your Father forgot his wallet," Mrs Graves said from the kitchen. The siblings had been so preoccupied with fucking each other senseless that they hadn't heard the car pull up in their gravel driveway or the sound of the kitchen door opening.

Ashley immediately pushed herself up from the bed and Andrew rolled onto his side, scooting his naked body up underneath the covers. Naked as the day she was born, Ashley frantically searched for a place to hide, before making a desperate move to slide under his bed.

"God dammit, do you even clean down here?" she coughed. "It's dustier than the cooch of a nursing home prostitute. Fuck." Ashley reached out to grab her clothing and pull it with her underneath the bed, just before Mrs Graves entered to find Andrew in bed with a blanket up to his chin.

"Hey Mom," he tried to say as casually as possible. "How's it going?'

"Andrew? Why are you in bed? And why are you so sweaty?" Mrs Graves said. There was an uncomfortable silence before she continued, her tone still heavy with suspicion. "And where is your sister?"

"Mom, I'm tired and I fell asleep. I don't feel too good, I think I'm coming down with something. And Ashley said she was going out for the night, no clue where."

"Not like she has any friends to hang out with," Mrs Graves said with a bitter chuckle. Andrew could practically feel the rage radiating from underneath his bed. "But are you sure there's nothing you need?" she said. She walked closer to the bed and sat down, leaving her hand on where his thigh was under the sheet, just a few inches from his flaccid cock. As she inched closed, Andrew noticed the look of disappointment on her face that he wasn't getting hard. "Wait," she said suddenly, "why is Ashley's thong on your floor?"

"Huh?" he asked, a hint of confusion showing on his face. "I don't... oh." His brain finally caught up with what his eyes were seeing. "I don't think that's her's," he lied. "I think it was Julia's. She...she must have left it here one night when she slept over and, uh, forgot it." Mrs Graves narrowed her eyes and narrowed her lips.

"So both your sister and your ex-girlfriend wear the exact same black thong with some devil-worshipping star on it?"

"Yes?" he squeaked, not meaning it to sound like a question.

"Hmm, well, whatever it is, you should get rid of it. No sense clinging to the past. Why mourn for a girl you no longer see when the true love of your life could be right in front of you?" she purred, leaning forward so her blouse hung down just enough to show off her cleavage.

"You're probably right, she could be hiding right under my nose," he said, his face hiding the tiniest of smirks. Mrs. Graves tried moving her hand up the sheet further, but Andrew's cock was completely limp as he had just filled both ends of his sister with his cum and his tank was empty. The Graves matriarch sighed in defeat and stood up to leave.

"If you need anything else, call me." As soon as she shut the door behind her and they heard the car outside drive away, Ashley crawled out from under the bed, her tits covered in dust.

"Ugh, what a bitch," Ashley complained, brushing her nipples off. When they were an acceptable levels of clean, she climbed back into bed with Andrew and rested her head on his chest. "Promise me you'll never smash that?"

"Ashley, like I told you the first time we ever fucked - this," he said, placing her hand over his heart "And this," he added, moving them down over his dick which instantly went hard, "belong to you and you alone."

"Good," she said with smug satisfaction, "I'm a selfish bitch and don't feel like sharing. But I couldn't help but notice how happy you are to see me? Suppose you got another round in you?"

Andrew grinned and tossed the covers off, rolling back on top, unceremoniously thrusting his cock back inside of her in one determined push, causing his sister to toss her head back and moan. 

"You tell me?"


Chapter 3: All in the Family
Chapter Text
It was a gathering of nightmarish creatures beyond compare. A coven of grotesque abominations molded in bent and broken forms of bone and flesh, demented beasts that seemed to have crawled from the darkest manifestations of the furthest reaches of nightmares.

It was the Graves Family Reunion.

The Graves Family was the only side of their family that Ashley and Andrew were even allowed to see. Mom's side, the Crowleys, were holier-than-thou Bible Thumpers who weren't keen on seeing the siblings, especially Ashley. She always maintained her innocence and claimed she could never understand why they didn't like her, but it may have had something to do with the time Grandma Crowley caught teenage Ashley masturbating with a crucifix.

The Graves Family, however, was old money, with Dad claiming he could trace his family tree back to the original colonies. Dad's brother, Aleister, owned a massive house out in the country, complete with an Olympic-sized pool and a pool house bigger than Ashley and Andrew's actual house. Even now, as Andrew and Ashley sat side by side on a small loveseat in the 'drawing room', the family was a sea of expensive clothing and spray-tanned trophy wives, filling Ashley with disgust and Andrew with annoyance.

"I hate this so much," she muttered, resting her head on Andrew's shoulder.

"You know it's bad when not even Mom would come," he mused, slinging his arm around her. Their distaste for their extended family was so deep that neither sibling had bothered to dress up, despite their Father's pleas that they should. It was just their usual black clothing, the only difference was that Ashley had switched out her choker for a brand-new one that had a silver upside-down pentagram on the front. She enjoyed the disgusted look the Graves relatives gave her over it.

They hated their cousins too, most of them Ivy League yuppies whose idea of a good time would be wine and cheese tastings or yachting. The feeling was mutual as their cousins ignored Ashley and Andrew, often refusing to even look in their general direction. It suited Ashley just fine. The less she had to look at them the less intrusive thoughts she had about what their heads would look like mounted on pikes. She was about ready to see if she could 'accidentally' knock over that porcelain vase that was next to her on an end table when a chill ran down her spine from a terrifying sound.

"Ashley! My stars and garters, how big you are!" said Meemaw Graves. Dad had insisted she be called Meemaw, but her actual relation to the siblings was unknown as they never really bothered to find out nor cared. She was ancient, with skin that looked like the droopy folds of a basset hound and wispy hair that was somehow both blue and white at the same time.

"Hello, Meemaw," Ashley said with barely restrained disgust. She felt sick just looking at the liver spots that splashed across Meemaw's face like someone popped a water balloon full of beef gravy in front of her.

"And Andrew, my dear sweet Andrew! How are you?"

"Good, Meemaw," Andrew said with a forced smile. "Nice to see you again."

Meemaw Graves smacked her lips a few times as she stared in the general direction of the siblings, almost as if she was trying to remember why she was there.

"How old are you now, Ashley? 12? 13?"

"I'm twenty," Ashley hissed through clenched teeth.

"Oh my, such a lovely age! Are you married yet? Is there a special boy in your life?"

"... something like that," Ashley said with a sly smirk, glancing at a blushing Andrew out of the corner of her eye.

"That is lovely to hear. Are you married yet? You really should start thinking about children, you know. By the time I was eighteen, I was already a mother of three."

"I'll keep that in mind," Ashley said, fighting the urge to stick her tongue out at the older woman. Andrew grimaced at the conversation, obviously hating having to call her "Meemaw". Meemaw continued on with other topics, talking about Dad and Dad's other brother, asking how things were back at home, her voice droning on and on till it was like a dull buzzing, like radio static with no clear connection.

"-Now in those days, you were expected to be married on your thirteenth birthday. My sister was still single at fifteen, so she was considered a bit of an old maid at the time. But then the war came and we had to work on the farm to support the troops and I-"

"Hey, I think we need to go," Ashley suddenly interrupted. "I think I hear Dad calling us."

"Huh?" she said, cupping a hand to her ear. "I don't hear him? But then again, the battery has been going bad on my hearing aid."

"Definitely have to go!" Ashley said impatiently, grabbing Andrew by the wrist and pulling him away from the crowd, "talk to you later! Buh-bye!" Andrew grumbled something incoherent before they were out the door and to the backyard where the pool and massive pool house were.

"I didn't bring my trunks," Andrew said sarcastically, "and I don't feel like skinny dipping in front of the Graves."

"That's fine because only one of us is getting wet," Ashley said as she opened the door to the pool house. "I'm bored and when I get bored I get horny and you're going to help with that."

"First, when are you not horny? And second, how exactly do you plan on doing that? I can't imagine you'd want to deal with our family's bullshit while you're full of cum," Andrew asked.

"I can't deal with their bullshit either way," Ashley snarked as she gently closed the door behind them. The insides of the pool house were spacious and luxurious, everything neat and clean and painted in soothing shades of blue. A large sofa with its own mini bar sat near a wall of glass doors that led outside to a huge brick barbecue grill. "But you owe me for all the dick-sucking I've been doing lately. You're going to go down on me."

"And if I say no?" Andrew said, following Ashley as she went door to door trying to find the bedroom.

"Then I'll cut your cock off and feed to the ravens," she said matter-of-factly. Andrew could only chuckle as nothing really surprised him anymore when it came to her. Finally, after finding two bathrooms, a broom closet, and a room filled with several large fish tanks, they found the pool house bedroom. It was a massive four-post king-sized bed, made entirely of silk sheets and soft pillows. Above the bed hung a canopy of dark green fabric, completely covering the bed. A mahogany wooden desk rested against the opposite wall, upon which a stack of papers and various pictures of people that neither lover recognized. Ashley sat on the front of the bed, on the edge, and beckoned Andrew closer, her face plastered with a wicked grin.

"Come to me," she said seductively, waving her hand at Andrew. He walked over to her, kissing her as he slid his pants down and kicked them aside. When they broke apart, he climbed onto the bed, taking hold of Ashley's hips and gently pushing her down on the bed. Lifting her shirt up to just under her breasts, he planted soft kisses down her tummy, licking his tongue in her belly button and making her giggle. More kisses to just above her pelvis, before he unzipped her cargo shorts and began to tug them down her legs ever so slowly. Once down to her ankles, he helped pull them off before kissing up her ankle, calf, and thigh.

"Really? The Baphomet thong again?" he said in between tummy kisses. "It doesn't hurt to actually change your underwear every now and then."

"I own more than one pair, dumbass!" she shot back with a middle finger. "It's too good to own just one pair." Andrew laughed and shook his head. When he pulled the thong down, Andrew buried his face into the thin material, inhaling deeply before he moaned.

"Mmmm... You smell so fucking good," he whispered. Andrew slipped two fingers inside of Ashley, stroking her walls before sliding his tongue up along her slit. He flicked the end of her clit lightly with his tongue, causing her to moan softly and bite down on her lip. Ashley grabbed Andrew's shoulders, helping guide his head further up and down her pussy. Soon, Andrew was devouring her cunt with his mouth as Ashley wrapped her legs around his neck, her feet digging into his scalp. The grip of her thighs tightened, as did her breathing.

"Annnnddy!" she moaned, arching her back up off the bed, her toes curling as pleasure washed over her body. Andrew kept right on with his ministrations, slurping loudly and nipping Ashley's pussy as he worked her up into a frenzy. He worked his tongue and fingers in perfect unison, pushing her further into orgasmic bliss. Gently spreading her legs apart even further, he bit down hard on her inner thigh, sending a jolt of pleasure shooting through her whole body. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her jaw slackened and she groaned loudly. "Fuck, I can't take it - I need you inside of me!"

"But I thought you said-"

"Just shut up and fuck me!" she growled. Andrew stood up, pulling his cock out of his pants and tossing them aside. He crawled onto the bed and spread Ashley's legs apart with his hands, moving closer and closer until he finally slammed his cock into her dripping wet cunt. He didn't pause, pounding into her hard and fast as she arched her back, screaming out in pleasure. He had to silence her with a kiss, rocking his hips into her faster and harder as her cries turned into animalistic moans.

"I love how tight you are," he said between harsh breaths, pumping in and out of her faster and faster. He was sweating profusely, his whole body trembling from the intense sensation of being inside of Ashley. His balls slapped against her ass with each thrust, echoing through the empty pool house.

"Harder, oh God yes! Fuck me harder!" Ashley yelled. Andrew gripped Ashley tightly, keeping her legs spread wide and pulling her close as he slammed his cock in his sister, wanting to give her every inch of himself. His pace increased and Ashley began to lose control. "Fuck, oh fuck, please, oh God yes!" she cried. "Don't stop, fuck me! Fuck me harder!" Her words spurred Andrew on, and soon he was slamming into her with such force that the headboard of the bed rattled against the wall. Her eyes squeezed shut as she felt herself start to climax.

She dug her nails into Andrew's shoulders as her nails harshly scraped away the skin, leaving angry red furrows in their wake. He thrust deeper into her, increasing the pressure on her clit, making her body spasm violently, shaking from head to toe. She screamed louder and louder as her orgasm ripped through her, causing Andrew to let loose as well, filling Ashley's hot, wet pussy with his load. They lay there panting heavily, sweat dripping down their bodies. A deep kiss was shared between the two siblings, joined together in that very moment and forever bound by their incestuous bond.

"Hello? Ashley? Andrew? Is everything okay?"

It was Meemaw's voice from somewhere within the pool house and it was getting closer.

"Fuck!" Andrew swore out of frustration, still on top and inside of Ashley. "Just once I want to be able to fuck my girlfriend and not get interrupted. Fuck, fuck, fuck." Ashley shared his frustrations, but her heart secretly soared at being referred to as his girlfriend. Still, neither sibling could ignore the sound of their Meemaw calling for them any longer and reluctantly, they pulled themselves out of each other's arms and pulled the blankets up to their necks, just in time for Meemaw to come hobbling into the room, scanning her surroundings with her thick glasses.

"Andrew? Ashley? What are you doing in here? I was walking out in the backyard to catch some fresh air and I heard screaming like someone was in pain," she said. Andrew's mouth went dry as he tried to think of an excuse, but his sister was right there to save the day.

"We were going to go into the pool, Meemaw, but I started to feel chilly so we decided to take a nap instead in hopes that I would feel better," she said. "And the noises? That was just me being excited to spend time with my family that I love so very, very much." Andrew nodded in agreement, his face flushed from a combination of nervous sweating and sexual exertion.

"Well, you were probably cold because you dress like a harlot. That's too much collarbone and too much leg you've been showing. You don't want boys to think you're a promiscuous floozy. You'll never find a husband that way." Meemaw said. Andrew winced as he could see the vein throb on his sister's forehead and her temper heat up like an exploding volcano.

"Listen here, you dehydrated, moldy cun-"

"-tinous source of wisdom!" Andrew interrupted, squeezing Ashley's knee under the blanket as a silent plea to shut up. "I'll make sure Ashley dresses like a proper woman, ok? No need to worry." Meemaw nodded, still a bit confused, but trusting them.

"Just remember what ol' Meemaw said. You'll thank me someday,"

"I'll be thankful when you're six feet under, you old hag," Ashley muttered.

"Huh? What was that?" Meemaw said, tapping her hearing aid. "The darn thing is on the fritz and it's impossible to hear anything."

"I said, I remember being a little girl and playing tag!" Ashley yelled way louder than she needed to. "You know, as a little girl."

"Right, right," Meemaw said, nodding as if that made perfect sense to her. "Well, I'm off to the party. Don't take too long in the pool. All that chlorine can make you sterile, Ashley. You won't be able to give a man his babies!"

"I swear I'm going to cremate you and piss on your ashes," Ashley snarled, her words dripping with venom.

"Huh? What was that?"

"I said, I like it when we are in the pool and we make splashes!" she replied, her face carved into a disturbing smile. Andrew didn't know if he should laugh or be disturbed by Ashley. Meemaw stood in the doorway of the pool house bedroom for a moment, seemingly confused as to why she was there, before shuffling out. A moment later the click of the front door was heard, meaning the lovers were alone again. "Fuck, if I'm ever that old and senile, just do me a favor and put me out of my misery. Make it quick and painless, just a bullet to the back of the head. I'd rather be dead than some dusty Metamucil zombie shuffling around in a brain fog," she huffed, curling up next to Andrew.

"Noted. Bullet to the head when you get old. Done." Andrew said deadpan. Ashley smiled and nestled into her brother's side. Andrew closed his eyes, holding Ashley closely and relishing their intimacy.

"I wasn't lying when I said I didn't want to go back with a pussy full of Andy cum," she said, "Wanna shower?"

"As much as I'd love to stay in this position forever, I really need to get cleaned up," he admitted. "So yeah, let's get clean up and head back."

"Oh, hey, earlier - did you mean it when you said I was your girlfriend?" she said in a surprising moment of emotional vulnerability.

"Well, you're certainly not my mistress."

"Andrew!"

"Sorry, couldn't resist," he snickered. He gently took Ashley's right hand in his own and kissed the back of it. "I meant every word. From the womb to the tomb, you'll always be my Leyley."